Tty Cmiutl Hi fork of 

To kiffcherfcuriall ; fhould I goe to Church, 

And tee the holy edifice of ftofie. 

And not bethinke me ftraigk of dangerous rocks, , 
Which touching but my gentle Veffels fide; 

Would fcatter all herfpices on theftreame,- 
Enroabc the roaring water with my hikes, 

\ A n d in a word, but .even now worth this, 

And now worth nothing. Shall! have the thought ' 
Tothinke on this, and (fall I lacke the thought 
That fuch a thing bechanc’d would make me fad ? 

But tell not me, I know a Anthonio 

Is fad tothinke upon his merchandize. . 

Aftth. Beiecve mc-no, I thanke my fortune for it, 

My ventures are not in one bottoms trufted. 

Nor to one-place ; nor is my whole eftate 
Vpon the fortune of this prefent yeare : 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sala. Why then you are in love. Anth. Fie, fie. 
Sal' Not in love neither : then let us fay you are fad 
Bccaufe you are not merry ; and t were as eafie 
For you to laugh and leape,and fay you are merry 
Became you arc not fad . Now by two-headed lama. 
Nature hath fram’d ftrangefellowes inher time : 

Some that will evermore peepe through their eyes. 

And laugh like Parrats at a Pagpiper . 

, And other of fuch Vinegerafpcdf, 

That they’l not fhew their teeth in way of imile, 
Though Neftor fweare the jeft be laughable. 

Enter BafaniotLorenfo, and gratiano. 

Sala. Here comes Baffanio your moft noble kiiifman, 
gratiano, md Lorenfo. Fare ye well. 

We leave you now with better company. 

S+lan. I would have ftaid till I had made you merry. 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

jintb. Your worth is very dearc in my regard. 

I take it your ownebufineffc calls on you. 

And you embrace th’occafion to depart^ 

Salar. Good morrow mv good Lords, 

— - - m. 
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'Baf Good figniors both, when (hall we laugh ? fay, when 
You grow exceeding ftrange : muft it be fo ? 

Sal. Wccle make our ley fures to attend on yours. 

Exc-nnt Salarino,ttnd Salanio, 

Lor. My Lord Baffanio, fince you have found Anthonie, 

We two will leave you, but atdinner time 
I pray you have in mi tide where v ve muft meete. 

Baf I willnotfaileyou. 

Gra. You looke not well fignior %A nthonio. 

You have too much refpeeft upon the world : 

They loofe it that doc buy it with much care, 

Beleeve me you are mervelloufly chang’d. 

tAnt. I hold the world but as the world, Grataine , 

A ftage, where every man muft play a part, 

And mine a fad one. 

Grat. Let me play the foole. 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinckes come. 

And let my liver rather hcate with wine 
Then my heart coole with mortifying groanes. 

Why fhould a man whofe blood is warmc within. 

Sit like his Grandfire, cut in Alablafter : 

Sleepe when he wakes ? and creepe into thelaundics 
By being peevifh ? I tell thee what vAnthonie, 

I love thee, and tis my love that fpeakes : 

There arc a fort of men whole vifages 
Doe creame and mantle like a (landing Pond, 

And doe a wilfullftilnefleentertaine, 

W ith purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 
Ofvvifdome, gravitie, profound eonceir. 

As who fhould fay, J am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let nodoggebarke, . 

O my tAnthonte I doe know ofthefe • 

That therefore onely are reputed wife 

For faying nothing ; when I am very fure 

If they fhould fpeakc, would almoft dant thofe eares, 

Which hearing them would call their brothers fooles, 
lie tell thee more of this another time. 

But fifh not with this melancholy baite 
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